The treachery of murder done in bed;

The open battle, with the wounds that bled;

Contest, with bloody knife and sharp menace;

And loud with creaking was that dismal place.

The slayer of himself, too, saw I there,

His very heart's blood matted in his hair;

The nail that's driven in the skull by night;

The cold plague-corpse, with gaping mouth upright

In middle of the temple sat Mischance,

With gloomy, grimly woeful countenance.

And saw I Madness laughing in his rage;

Armed risings, and outcries, and fierce outrage;

The c&rrion in the bush, with throat wide carved;

A thousand slain, nor one by plague, nor starved.

The tyrant, with the spoils of violent theft;

The town destroyed, in ruins, nothing left.

And saw I burnt the ships that dance by phares;

The hunter strangled by the fierce wild bears;

The sow chewing the child right in the cradle;

The cook well scalded, spite of his long ladle.

Nothing was lacking of Mars' evil part:

The carter over-driven by his cart,

Under a wheel he lay low in the dust.

There were likewise in Mars' house, as needs must,

The surgeon, and the butcher, and the smith

JVho forges sharp swords and great ills therewith.

And over all, depicted in a tower,

Sat Conquest, high in honour and in power,

Yet with a sharp sword hanging o'er his, head

But by the tenuous twisting of a thread.

Depicted was the death of Julius,

Of Nero great, and of Antonius;

And though at that same time they were unborn,

There were their deaths depicted to adorn

The menacing of Mars, in likeness sure;

Things were so shown, in all that portraiture,

As are fore-shown among the stars aSoveT

Who shall be slain in war or dead for love.